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GREETIlsrOS  FROM 
DOWM  UOSTDER 


By  Joanne  Vi  Ison 
Australian  Correspondent 


The  Scene  In  Qz  During  The  Seventies 

Oz,  of  course,  is  our  affectionate  abbreviation 
for  Australia.  If  we  are  Aussies,  then  we  must  come 
from  Oz  - it  works  for  us  because  we  tend  to  think 
of  Australia  as  a place  Dorothy  might  have  been 
whisked  away  to  in  the  frightful  Kansas  'twister*. 
Except  that  I suspect  we  are  still  looking  for  our 
Vizard,  too. 

Vhen  the  mad  freedom  of  the  sixties  had  passed 
and  the  'drag  scene'  was  well  established  as  almost 
legitimate  entertainment,  those  of  us  who  were  not 
drag  artistes  and  never  likely  to  be  started  looking 
for  our  freedom,  too.  I guess  the  relatively  sudden 
appearance  of  so  many  beautiful  boys  in  stage  revues 
of  one  kind  or  another  caused  closet  TVs  to  seek 
others  of  similar  ilk.  I'm  sure  hundreds  of  us  may 
have  realised  for  the  first  time  that  not  only  were 
we  not  alone,  there  were  hundreds  and  perhaps 
thousands  of  us. 

Anyway,  I for  one,  was  a little  tired  of  the 
high  life  of  drag  queens  and  started  looking  around 
for  something  a little  more  suburban.  It  seemed  to 
me  that  the  place  to  look  was  the  underground 
newspapers  where  personal  ads  might  reveal  others 
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looking  for  the  same  thing.  When  they  didn’t  I 
decided  to  start  the  ball  rolling  and  took  a few  ads 
myself.  Sure  enough » I got  answers.  Moreover,  once  my 
ads  had  been  seen  others  began  to  appear  and 
suddenly,  almost  overnight,  the  words  'self-help' 
seemed  to  become  commonplace  and  suddenly  there 
were  self-help  groups  for  TVs  and  TSs. 

I can't  say  they  took  off  quickly  because  they 
didn't.  They  struggled  to  life  with  a scant 
membership  of  half  a dozen,  slowly  grew  to  twenties 
and  thirties  and  then,  after  about  a year  and  a half, 
had  numbers  around  the  seventies  and  eighties.  In 
each  state. 

The  tentativeness  was  clearly  due  to  the 
continuing  fear  of  exposure  and  the  need  to  be 
certain  of  what  one  was  getting  oneself  into.  But 
trust  came  and  trust  was  respected  and  the  word  was 
passed. 

I joined  the  Seahorse  Club  in  Sydney  and  met  a 
few  of  the  members  although  I restricted  myself  to 
the  few  because  of  unique  problems  I had  with 
identification.  But  I was  impressed.  I saw  people 
blossom  into  personalities  and  personalities  expand 
into  characters.  People  who  had  spent  a lifetime  of 
semi-reclusiveness  behaviour  were  suddenly  out  and 
in  cases  there  was  no  stopping  them.  I thought  it 
was  wonderful  but  for  a number  of  years  one  thing 
in  particular  still  disturbed  me.  Almost  all  of  the 
members  of  the  various  clubs  and  societies  were  over 
thirty- five  years  of  age  - the  average  age  seemed  to 
be  mid-fourties. 

Where,  I wondered,  were  the  kids?  Not 
necessarily  the  under  twenties  but  those  between 
twenty  and  thirty-five?  Veil,  where  they  were  was  at 
home  - with  a relatively  new  wife  and  kids, 
struggling  to  make  it  in  a big,  bad  world  and 
fighting  their  TVism  or  TSism  as  so  many  of  us  have 
done.  Putting  aside  the  reality  of  our  lives  in  order 
to  maintain  the  peace  and  stability  of  the  family 
structure.  I wondered  how  we  could  get  to  them  - or 
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more  importantly  to  their  wives.  To  tell  them  every- 
thing could  and  would  be  allright  if  they  just... just 
what?  How  do  you  tell  someone  by  remote  communica- 
tion that  their  husband /lover /father  wants  to  be  a 
woman  - parttime  or  fulltime? 

Vhat  I knew  was  that  I couldn’t  do  it.  1 was 
embroiled  in  my  own  confused  and  somewhat  restrict- 
ed life.  But  I knew  it  would  have  to  happen.  Later  on 
it  did  to  a certain  extent,  but  that's  for  later. 

For  now  hundreds  of  TVs  were  free,  at  least  to 
some  extent.  Moreover,  the  public  hospitals  around 
Australia  reported  record  numbers  of  people  applying 
for  sex  re-assignment  surgery  and  that  problem 
couldn't  be  ignored  either.  Australian  psychiatrists 
and  surgeons  looked  to  the  U.S.  and  Europe  for 
guidance  and  found  that  things  were  much  the  same 
there,  too.  But  they  did  respond  and  the  numbers  of 
boy/girl  operations  leapt  from  none  in  1970  to  over 
a hundred  in  1980.  And  some,  inevitably,  were  wrong. 
So,  there  were  suicides  as  well.  The  situation  has 
been  under  constant  review  since  then  and  it's  more 
difficult  now.  The  tests  are  tougher,  the  time  lag 
longer. 

It  was  good  stuff  but  it  was  sometimes  heavy 
stuff  as  well  and  some  of  the  clubs  and  societies 
came  under  pressure  and  some  the  leaders  who  set 
out  just  to  have  a good  time,  often  found  themselves 
on  television  or  interviewed  on  radio  and  sometimes 
they  were  not  up  to  it  - to  pseudo-psychiatric 
counselling;  and  inevitably  some  bitchiness  crept 
into  these  organisations  and  splinter  groups  broke 
away  and  some  organisations  folded  and  some  members 
went  back  into  the  closet,  hurt  and  a little  scared. 

But  the  period  was  inevitable  for  all  of 
society  must,  from  time  to  time,  take  a look  at  its 
whole  self.  And  while  some  hurts  were  recorded  a lot 
of  good  was  done  too,  and  a more  balanced  approach 
to  the  situation  grew  from  the  semi-chaos  so  that 
the  eighties  would  see  a quieter,  more  considered 
structure.  More  about  that,  next  issue. 


Byepfor  now. 
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TV's  CDJSr  TV! 
by  Robyn  Ann 


I was  invited  to  participate  as  a panelee  on 
People  Are  Talking,  a syndicated  talk  show,  by 
Angela  Gardner.  She  called  me  at  work  and  gave  me 
the  low-down.  Ve  were  going  to  be  part  of  the  'Girl 
Talk*  segment,  a popular  feature  of  every  Mondays 
telecast.  We  would  be  discussing  beauty  and  what  it 
takes  to  become  beautiful  every  morning.  We  would 
not  be  discussing  cross-dressing,  which  I found  to 
be  a refreshing  change.  Because  of  that,  I agreed  to 
go  on. 


Arrangements  were  made  to  stay  overnight  at 
the  Hilton  on  the  Sunday  before  the  taping.  The 
hotel  was  located  approximately  one  block  from  the 
studio.  Also  scheduled  to  appear  on  the  segment  with 
Angela  and  I were  Terri  Kay.  the  Princess  of  the 
Poconos  and  a fellow  Renaissance  member,  and  Coco,  a 
professional  female  impersonator  who  had  recently 
been  crowned  Kiss  Cartwheel  in  New  Hope,  Pa. 
Illustrious  company,  indeed. 


Angela,  however,  had  a previous  commitment  and 
was  unable  to  participate,  I suggested  Amand^ 
Vinters,  our  issue  9 cover-girl  as  a replacement, 
and  she  agreed. 


T went  UD  on  Sunday  with  Donna  after  she  had 


Terri,  Donna  B,,  and  Coco  in  the  Green  Room, 
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Terri  and  Coco  followed  us  in  Terri's  car.  They  did 
not  travel  dressed, 

Ve  arrived  at  tbe  Hilton,  checked  in  and  had  a 
small  meal  in  the  nearly  deserted  dining  room.  Then 
we  sacked  out, 

Monday  morning,  we  were  awakened  by  our 
wake-up  call  and  began  to  get  ready.  Ve  all  met  in 
the  lobby  and  went  through  the  revolving  door  to 
our  waiting  car.  Outside,  the  winds  were  blowing  at 
gale  force,  leaving  poor  Coco  in  a quandry  as  her 
hands  were  full  and  she  was  unable  to  hold  down  her 
mini-skirt!  One  gentleman  waiting  for  a cab  ignored 
his  wind-blown  hat  and  other  items  quickly 
disappearing  down  the  street  to  watch  the  four  of  us 
struggle  to  get  into  our  car. 


Renee  Hambley,  Coco  and  Robyn  on  the  set  of  People  Are  Talking 
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7erri|  Amanda  and  Renee  discussing  tbe  art  of  false  eyelash 
application. 


Once  at  the  studios,  things  went  a lot 
smoother.  We  were  led  into  the  green  room  where  we 
met  the  show’s  co-host  Renee  Hambley  who  would  be 
the  host  of  'Girl  Talk',  She  talked  with  each  of  us 
briefly  and  we  learned  she  hadn't  been  told  about 
Angela  not  being  a guest.  When  told  that  Amanda 
would  be  filling  in,  she  simply  crossed  out  Angela's 
name  on  the  introductory  copy  and  inserted  Amanda's! 

As  the  first  scheduled  segment,  we  were  soon 
ushered  onto  . the  set  and  introduced.  Imagine 

Amanda's  surprise  as  she  learned  she  had  been 
married  and  divorced  and  had  appeared  on  stage  and 
in  movies!  She  shrugged  it  off  and  proceeded  to 
dominate  the  conversation,  being  both  informative 
and  witty.  She  and  Coco  held  a false  eyelash  clinic, 
putting  lashes  onto  Renee,  who  wore  them  throughout 
the  rest  of  the  show. 
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The  segment  went  by  very  quickly.  Everything  I 
had  prepared  to  say  beforehand  was  still  in  my  head. 
There  just  wasn't  time  to  chime  in.  But  still,  it 
went  well,  the  community  I felt  was  well-represented 
and  the  whole  thing  was  tastefully  done.  Renee  was  a 
gracious  host  and  all  of  the  people  backstage  were 
marvelous.  And  a special  thanks  to  Renee  for  the  on- 
air  plug  of  En  Femmel 


The  TV/TV  stars  backstage  after  the  show. 
From  left.  Coco,  Amanda,  Robyn  and  Terri, 
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GROwi  isro  XJF 
WITH  BOBBY 
A Serialized  fovel  By  Joanne  Vilson 
PART  I 

Bobby  Vatson  was  my  best  friend.  Ve  were  best 
friends  almost  from  the  minute  I met  him.  I was 
eight  and  he  was  seven  when  he,  his  mother  and 
sister  moved  in  next  door.  They  were  a family  that 
had  been  abandoned  for  greener  pastures  by  a 
husband  who  couldn't  stand  the  pace.  But  at  least  he 
hadn't  left  them  short.  Our  suburb  was  well-founded 
middle-class  with  modest  money.  Maggie  Vatson  could 
probably  have  afforded  better  but  she  put  away  a 
nest  egg  just  in  case  and  bought  a less  expensive 
house.  She  also  was  able  to  keep  up  her  job  as 
assistant  adminstration  manager  with  a large  local 
business.  Tess  and  Bobby  were  enrolled  in  a local 
school;  in  Bobby's  case,  my  school.  From  our  first 
meeting  we  really  hit  it  off.  Bobby  was  perhaps  the 
most  alive  person  I had  ever  met.  Lively,  mischiev- 
ous and  good  fun.  He  was  also  extremely  good 
looking.  But  then  so  were  he  mother  and  sister.  Tess 
was  four  years  older  than  Bobby.  They  were  both 
small  for  their  ages.  It  seemed  Bobby  might  have 
adopted  the  rather  assertive  stance  of  many  small 
people.  He  had  a very  strong  personality  and  I think 
he  dominated  me  a bit.  lot  that  I minded.  Ever3rthing 
he  suggested  we  do  was  fun.  I just  went  along. 

Every  day  we  saw  each  other.  Ve  walked  to 
school  together  or  bussed.  Ve  went  to  the  movies 
together  or  bicycle  rides  on  weekends.  I was  an  only 
child  so  it  was  wonderful  for  me  to  have  such  a 
close  friend  nearby.  He  was  like  a brother  - but 
such  was  his  influence  on  me  that  he  could  have  been 
an  older  brother  rather  than  younger. 

Almost  every  afternoon,  with  his  mother 
working,  we  spent  time  together  after  school. 
Sometimes  in  the  afternoons  we  had  sport  and  once 
every  week  Tess  did,  too.  On  those  days  neither 
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Ka^gle  nor  less  would  be  home  before  about  six. 
such  days,  left  to  our  ovm  devices,  we  got  into  our 
fair  share  of  minor  strife.  Sever  anything  serious 
but  sometimes  enough  for  my  Dad  to  get  mad  with  me 
and  for  Bobby's  Mum  to  be  frustrated  with  him. 
Often,  we  were  grounded  for  a week  or  two  and  not 
able  to  see  each  other  out  of  school  hours  as  a 
punishment. 

¥hen  I w^  thirteen  (and  therefore  Bobby 
twelve  and  less  sixteen)  we  were  poking  around  his 
house  one  afternoon  looking  for  something  to  do.  It 
was  one  of  those  afternoons  when  we  had  the  house 
to  ourselves.  Our  seeking  led  us  to  Tess's  room.  It 
was  probably  a typical  teenage  girl's  room.  There 
were  a number  of  items  of  clothing  laying  around, 
Vith  typical  impish  delight  Bobby  picked  up  a dress 
of  Tess's  and  put  it  on.  He  then  sashayed  around  the 
room  mimicking  Tess's  girlishness  in  parody,  exag- 
gerating the  supposed  female  walk,  hand  on  hip,  and 
I was  nearly  sick  laughing.  Vith  such  a responsive 
audience  he  could  not  help  but  capitalise  on  it.  He 
brushed  his  long  blonde  hair  into  a centre  part, 
filled  in  his  lips  with  one  of  her  lipsticks  and  put 
on  a pair  of  her  low-heeled  shoes  and  repeated  the 
performance.  This,  of  course,  was  even  funnier, 
specially  when  he  picked  up  one  of  her  dolls  and 
pretended  it  was  a baby.  He  posed  in  front  of  the 
mirror,  doing  mock  curtsies  and  pirouettes  and  I 
thought  I was  going  to  die.  But  things  don't  stay 
funny  forever  and  eventually  I figured  he  was 
starting  to  overdo  it  a bit  and  I suggested  we  do 
something  else. 

He  agreed  readily  enough  and  we  went  to  his 
room  to  play.  But  he  stayed  in  Tess's  clothes. 

"I'm  your  sister,"  he  insisted,  "and  we're  going 
on  a train  holiday,  low  we  are  we  going?" 

Ve  played  around,  fantasising  exotic  destina- 
tions for  a while  (within  the  limits  of  what  we 
found  exotic  and  our  knowledge  of  geography)  until 
it  was  time  for  me  to  head  home  to  do  my  homework. 
Then  he  did  a strange  thing. 
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At  his  front  door,  he  suddenly  leaned  forward 
and  hissed  me  on  the  lips. 

•'Goodbye,  brother  dear,"  he  mocked  again,  "please 
don't  stay  away  too  long."  He  batted  his  eyelashes  at 
me  and  I hurriedly  wiped  the  lipstick  from  my  mouth. 

"You've  been  seeing  too  many  soppy  movies,"  I 
said,  but  as  I left  he  was  still  at  the  door  in 
Tess's  dress,  posing  and  waving  me  farewell. 

I wont  on  home  laughing  in/  my  mind  at  his 
madness.  Like  many  or  our  sillier  games,  however, 
the  temptation  to  repeat  it  was  obviously  strong  in 
Bobby's  mind.  Two  weeks  later  on  the  same  day  of  the 
week  and  with  the  house  to  ourselves,  Bobby  wanted 
to  be  my  sister  again.  As  usual,  I complied  but 
waited  in  the  living  room  while  he  went  into  Tess's 
room  and  changed.  He  came  out  with  his  hair  re-done, 
red  lipstick  on,  a different  dress  and  the  same  little 
heeled  shoes.  This  time  as  he  again  sashayed  across 
the  room  towards  me  I noticed  for  the  first  time 
that  he  really  did  look  like  a girl.  His  youthful 
good  looks  and  his  baby  face  gave  him  a quite 
feminine  appearance  even  though  he  was  pouting 
exaggeratedly  and  hamming  it  up. 

"Here's  your  little  sister  Bar-r-r-bie  back,"  he 
said,  stretching  Bobby  so  that  it  sounded  like 
Barbie,  He  performed  another  mock  pirouette  for  me 
and  I glimpsed  a row  of  lace  trim  on  his  underpants 
and  realised  he  must  have  been  wearing  Tess'  panties 
too.  I was  sitting  on  the  floor  of  the  living  room 
and  he  sat  on  the  sofa  opposite  me  and  crossed  his 
legs  in  a way  which  I knew  he  must  have  copied  from 
Tess  - or  at  least  from  women.  "Vhere  are  you  going 
to  take  me  this  time,  Davy?" 

Instead  of  playing  with  the  trains  this  time  we 
bacame  involved  in  a sort  of  geographic  quiz.  I 
would  give  him  the  name  of  a town  or  city  somewhere 
in  the  world  and  he  had  to  give  me  the  name  of  the 
country.  If  he  got  it  right  he  then  asked  me  to  name 
a country  from  one  of  his  selected  cities  or  towns. 
It  was  fun  which  was  strange  because  it  was  a bit 
like  schoolwork  which  both  of  us  professed  to  hate. 
I was  much  better  at  it  that  he  was,  however.  Once 
again  he  was  still  dressed  in  Tess'  clothes  when  I 
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left  an  hour  or  so  later  and  once  again  he  stood  at 
the  door  wistfully  waving  me  goodbye. 

It  was  five  weeks  before  my  'sister*  was  thrust 
on  me  again  but  she  was.  Only  this  time  it  was  not 
on  the  usual  afternoon  of  Tess*  sport.  The  phone 
rang  about  half  an  hour  before  we  had  arrived  home 
from  school. 

**It*s  your  little  sister  calling,  Davy,"  Bobby's 
voice  said  on  the  other  end  of  the  line.  "Tess  has 
gone  into  the  city  to  meet  Mum,  Come  on  over,  I'm 
lonely 

I sought  and  received  permission  from  my 
mother  and  trotted  across  the  wide  twin  lawns  to 
Bobby's  front  door.  It  was  open  and  I went  straight 
in.  Bobby  was  waiting  in  the  living  room.  Vhen  I saw 
him,  I stopped  dead  in  my  tracks. 

"Bobby!  Vhat  are  you  wearing?!" 

He  grinned.  "I  decided  to  go  all  the  way.  You 
like  your  little  sister,  Davy?" 

He  was  wearing  a red  dress  and  red  shoes  with 
higher  heels  than  the  other  pair.  He  was  wearing 

nylons,  panties  and  a slip.  He  had  breasts  and  he 
was  wearing  more  than  just  lipstick  on  his  face. 

"Vhy  are  you  dressed  like  that?"  I asked. 

He  pouted  a little,  not  the  exaggerated  pout  of 
parody.  "Don't  you  like  me?" 

I could  hardly  ignore  the  question  and  I 

couldn't  say  no.  He  looked  terrific. 

"Yes,"  I said,  "but  - where  did'  you  get  the 
tits?" 

He  giggled.  "Tess  wears  a padded  bra.  I 

borrowed  it.  And  other  things.  Look." 

He  lifted  the  skirt  and  showed  me  the  pink 
lace  trimmed  panties  and  dropped  the  hem  of  the 

slip  to  display  that. 

"Panties,  slip,  nylons,  everything,"  he  said 
smiling. 

"But  why?" 

"I  thought  you  might  like  to  see  your  little 
sister  all  dressed  up  for  a change." 

"You're  not  my  sister,  Bobby.  You're  not  even  a 

girl." 


Jaa/Fel?  1969 


En  lemme 


£age  17 


"I  am  now.  Do  I look  like  a boy?* 

*Ho,*  I said,  ever  truthful. 

"Then  I must  be  a girl,  musn*t  I?" 

"But,  Bobby..." 

"Barbie,"  he  corrected.  "Don't  you  like  girls, 
Davy?" 

"Yes!  Of  course,  I guess..." 

"Veil,  I'm  your  sister,"  he  said,  matter  of 
factly.  "You  have  to  like  me."  He  went  to  the  sofa 
and  sat  down,  "Close  the  front  door  and  come  and 
play  destinations.  I bet  I can  beat  you  this  time, 
I*ve  been  studying." 

I closed  the  front  door  and  sat  on  the  chair 
opposite  him.  Despite  my  puzzlement  I could  not  take 
my  eyes  off’  him.  He  was  very  pretty.  And  he  was  not 
sending  up. 

"Go  on,"  he  said,  "try  me."  And  the  old  Bobby 
sparkle  was  there  and  the  impishness  and  the 
enthusiasm,  but  he  wasn't  Bobby. 

Ve  played  destinations  for  an  hour  and  he  won 
easily  as  he  bad  been  studying.  When  I left  he  came 
to  the  door  with  me.  Even  in  the  high  heels  I was  an 
inch  taller.  He  leaned  across  and  kissed  me  again, 
not  the  rough  smack  he  had  the  first  time,  but 
softer . 

"Davy,"  he  smiled,  "I  love  you." 

I blushed  vivid  pink  and  left  the  house 
quickly . 

The  next  day  Bobby  was  back,  large  as  life, 
roisterous,  playful,  boyish.  1 put  the  incident  out  of 
my  mind  and  we  didn't  play  destinations  ever  again. 
But  that  didn't  mean  the  end  of  Barbie.  Admittedly  it 
was  six  months  before  my  'sister'  reappeared  in  my 
life,  but  reappear  she  did.  I had  just  turned 
fourteen  and  Bobby  was  a week  off  thirteen.  It  was  a 
Saturday  and  we  planned  to  go  to  a movie.  As  usual, 
at  about  half  past  twelve,  I went  over  to  Bobby's 
place  to  pick  him  up  for  the  walk  to  the  theatre. 
But  when  I got  there  it  was  apparent  that  he  wasn't 
going  out  anywhere.  At  least  I hoped  he  wasn't.  Once 
again,  he  was  fully  dressed  and  made  up  in  Tess' 
things.  A white  flouncy  dress,  white  high  heels. 
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obviously  all  of  the  underthlngs.  He  had  parted  his 
hair  in  the  middle  again  but  this  time  had  tied  it 
back  with  white  ribbons  into  two  pigtails.  He  was  a 
perfect  young  girl. 

"Come  in,"  he  said  at  the  front  door.  He  smiled 
' but  it  was  a more  serious  smile  than  the  usual.  I 
entered  the  house.  I did  not  ask  for  an  explanation. 
I didn't  have  to, 

"I'm  not  going  to  the  movies,  Davy.  Would  you 
be  my  friend  and  stay  with  me?" 

Friend,  but  not  'brother'.  This  was  serious. 

"Sure,"  I said.  "I  guess  I could  tell  you  weren't 
going  to  the  movies.  Barbie's  back." 

Continued  on  page  23. 
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••WHAT  DO  WE  WAISTTT  •• 

by  Carol  Franc ine 

The  following  is  a follow-up  article  to  "I  Am 
Carol  Francine”  which  appeared  in  En  Femme  #4, 

In  my  30-plus  years  as  a transvestite,  mostly 
consisting  of  private  dressing  sessions,  I have  met 
a number  of  other  transvestites,  men  with  varying 
levels  of  dressing  and  feminine  experiences.  In  my 
mid- twenties  to  early  thirties,  I sought  out  other 
cross-dressers,  through  correspondence  and  meetings. 
I attended  transvestite  dress-up  parties  and  met  and 
dressed  with  other  men  who  enjoyed  being  women.  I 
learned  th-at,  just  as  ’’not  all  women  are  alike,"  there 
are  vast  differences  in  the  types  of  expression 
among  us. 

Some  of  the  men  I met  were  happily  married, 
with  wives  who  enjoyed  letting  them  be  girls;  other 
wives  were  intolerant  to  uncaring.  Some  wives 
reluctantly  allowed  their  husbands  to  dress,  but  did 
not  want  to  know  anything  about  the  details,  Ky 
first  wife  was  somewhere  in  between.  She  knew  I was 
a cross-dresser  before  we  were  married,  and  at 
first,  she  tolerated  my  'hobby,'  even  helped  me  dress 
and  make-up.  She  accompanied  me  to  transvestite 
parties  where  wives  were  welcome,  and  she  met  other 
couples  with  me,  ones  where  the  husband  was  a 
transvestite.  She  even  helped  me  act  out  long- 
imagined  fantasies,  such  as  allowing  me  to  make  love 
while  dressed  as  a woman;  making  me  do  housework 
dressed  as  a maid;  tying  my  hands  behind  me  and 
then  putting  make-up  on  me.  Ve  had  an  ideal  marriage 
until  she  began  having  an  affair  with  a 'normal' 
male,  and  we  eventually  divorced.  She  told  me  that 
my  transvestism  had  nothing  to  do  with  her  decision, 
but  sometimes  I cannot  help  but  wonder  if  maybe  it 
did  play  a part. 
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In  the  several  years  after  my  divorce,  I got 
heavily  into  the  "Transvestite  Underground";  meeting 
with  ordinary  men  who  had  a common  interest  in 
spending  some  of  their  time  dressed  as  women.  There 
were  some  of  the  males  who  really  could  and  did 
pass  as  females.  Others,  like  myself,  realized  we 
could  not  pass  in  public,  but  still  we  enjoyed 
meeting  with  each  other  for  dress-up  sessions  and 
picture  taking.  Other  times,  some  of  the  ’girls'  who 
could  pass  were  escorted  on  'dates’  by  those  of  us 
who  could  not  pass.  I contacted  TV  Support  Groups  in 
several  states,  and  wrote  for  the  local  TV 
newsletter. 

In  my  current  marriage,  I keep  my  cross- 
dressing completely  separate  from  my  married  life, 
dressing  without  the  knowledge  of  my  wife.  I think 
that  is  a better  way  for  the  transvestite  who  does 
not  dress  on  a daily  basis.  She  does  not  have  to  be 
embarrassed  by  seeing  me  as  'Carol,'  most  of  my 
dressing  up  is  done  away  from  home. 

Getting  back  to  the  title  "What  Do  We  Want?",  I 
know  that  male  cross-dressers  are  not  a homogenous 
group,  we  are  as  different  among  ourselves  as  any 
other  group  of  people,  We  are  not  all  effeminate,  nor 
do  we  all  have  shapely  bodies  and  womanly  ways.  Ky 
point  is  that  we  should  all  do  what  we  like,  within 
normal  limits.  I have  seen  two  psychologists,  and  a 
transvestite  friend  of  mine  saw  a psychiatrist.  I 
can  summarize  briefly  what  we  were  told  about  our 
desires  to  dress  up  as  women: 

- there  is  no  know  cause  of  transvestism; 

- it  is  not  a sign  of  mental  instability; 

- most  male  transvestites  are  heterosexual; 

- transvesites  usually  live  for  years  with 
their  secret,  without  it  negatively  affecting  their 
lives; 

- although  there  is  nothing  'wrong'  with  being 
a transvesite,  problems  can  develop  if  the  level  of 
cross-dressing  increases  to  the  point  where  other 
activities  are  eliminated  from  his  life,  and  he  is 
obsessed  with  'being  a woman.' 
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In  summary,  it  may  be  best  to  keep  our  cross- 
dressing  to  the  minimum  level  of  acceptance  to 
ourselves;  we  should  be  sure  we  keep  a balanced 
lifestyle. 

However,  I still  think,  ”Vhat  is  wrong  with 
devoting  as  much  time  as  we  like  to  pursue  our 
interest  in  behaving  as  women?"  Maybe  other  readers 
could  indicate  their  thoughts  on  the  subject. 
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MAG I C MI RROR 

By  Jennie 


Mirror,  reirror 
On  the  wall 
Who  do  I look  like 
Most  of  all 

Something  there 
Below  that  waist 
When  will  I dare 
To  make  erase 

Butch  ifiy  pate 
But  not  my  crown 
Around  my  neck 
The  curls  fall  down 

I stand  on  legs 
Like  trunks  of  oak 
But  shapely  limbs 
My  dreams  invoke 

Soap  and  water 
Touch  ffiy  fac.e 
Creams  and  lotions 
Take  their  place 

Crooked  legs 
■ With  gobs  of,  fur 
Are  long  and  sleek 
Set  sense  astir 

I have  a face 
As  do  we  all 
yith  cclofU  art 
Its  Barbie  Doll 

A massive  clog 
On  flat  soled  foot 
With  six-inch  heels 
I've  dainty  boot 

Massive  anus 
And  biceps  bold 
Are  better  slim 
And  soft  I'm  told 

My  clothes  are  there 
To  keep  me  wam'i 
These  clothes  I wear 
Are  there  to  chan 

Vhat  is  there 
Is  hairy  chest 
I see  a pair 
Of  snowy  breast 

One  step  back 
To  see  the  whole 
What  I see 
Is  Beauty's  role 

My  waist  is  there 
To  hold  up  pants 
When  spanned  by  hands 
Does  Hula  Dance 

The  picture  there 
In  Magic  Glass 
Is  made  of  dreams 
I'm  real  at  last 

Hard  slim  hips 
Of  cowboy  bold 
My  buns  are  pips 

And  rock  and  roll 
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LAXJRIE 

Interview  by  Donna  K.  & Donna  B. 

<> 

The  following  interview  took  place  at  the 
Second  Paradise  in  the  Poconos,  held  September  IS- 
IS, 1988. 

En  Femme:  Hi!  Would  you  give  us  your  name,  please? 
Laurie:  Well,  my  femme  name  is  Lai^ie. 

En  Femme:  You've  been  to  Pocono  Weekends  before? 
Laurie:  This  is  my  second  time. 

En  Femme:  So  you  really  liked  it  the  first  time? 
Laurie:'  Yes. 

En  Femme:  How  far  did  you  have  to  travel  to  get 
here? 

Laurie:  From  right  outside  Philadelphia  - Valley 

Forge, 

En  Femme:  That’s  not  too  bad. 

Laurie:  No,  it's  about  an  hour  and  forty-five  minute 
drive, 

En  Femme:  Are  you  married? 

Laurie:  Not  now,  no.  I was  divorced  because  of 
Laurie,  I tried  to  tell  my  kids,  I thought  they  were 
old  enough  to  know  what  was  going  on... 

En  Femme:  And  you  tried  to  talk  to  your  wife? 

Laurie:  Well,  I wasn't  in  the  group  then, 

En  Femme:  And  you  were  trying  to  handle  this  on 
your  own, 

Laurie:  Yeah,  there  were  very  few  people  I knew. 

En  Femme:  How  about  your  daughters? 

Laurie:  I haven't  seen  my  girls  in  about  a year  and 
a half, 

En  Femme:  Is  that  because  of  your  wife  or  them? 
Laurie:  I don't  know  - I have  no  communication 

whatsoever.  I don't  know  if  my  youngest  daughter  is 
receiving  my  letters  or  if  they're  being  intercepted 
or  what. 

En  Femme:  How  old  are  your  daughters? 

Laurie:  Seventeen  and  twenty.  The  oldest  one  is 

married. 

En  Femme:  So  you  should  be  able  to  write  them. 

Laurie:  I haven't  heard  from  them,  I don't  even  know 
my  youngest *s  address. 
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En  Femme:  That's  too  bad.  I noticed  you've  had  a lady 
friend  with  you... 

Laurie:  Yes, 

En  Femme:  How  is  it  working  out? 

Laurie:  We're  taking  it  slow.  I don't  want  to  push, 
she's  accepting  a lot, 

Ed  Femme:  Do  you  think  she's  having  a good  time  this 
weekend? 

Laurie:  She  was  only  here  one  night,  she  came  up  all 
of  sudden  last  night  - a two  and  a half  hour  drive. 
En  Femme:  Vow,  that  should  show  something. 

Laurie:  She  stayed  overnight.  She's  been  to  two 
meetings.  She's  helped  me  with  my  wardrobe.  I had 
only  told  her  the  day  after  the  last  Pocono  Weekend. 
En  Femme:  She  seems  to  be  doing  real  well,  it  looked 
to  me  like  she  ‘ was  having  a good  time.  Does  anyone 
else  in  your  family  know? 

Laurie:  My  mother. 

En  Femme:  Did  she  know  before  all  this,  before  you 
told  your  wife  and  she  left? 

Laurie:  Mo,  she  found  out  during  the  divorce, 

En  Femme:  Have  you  tried  to  explain  things  to  her? 
Laurie:  I have  a step-father  and  communication  is 

poor.  I'm  sort  of  the  black  sheep  of  the  family, 

En  Femme:  That's  not  unusual. 

Laurie:  My  relationship  with  my  father  wasn't  that 
good.  I had  four  brothers,  I was  the  oldest  one. 

En  Femme:  Do  any  of  your  friends  know  - wait,  I 
should  ask  you  first  if  you  belong  to  a group.  Do  you 
belong  to  Renaissance? 

Laurie:  Yes. 

En  Femme:  So  you  have  a lot  of  friends  there,  found 
them  to  be  helpful? 

Laurie:  Yes. 

En  Femme:  Do  you  feel  that  Renaissance  and  the 
Pocono  Weekends  have  helped  you  improve  yourself? 
Laurie:  Very  much  so. 

En  Femme:  And  made  you  feel  better  about  yourself? 
Laurie:  Yes. 
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Ed  Femme:  Did  you  ever  seek  professional  help? 

Laurie:  Yes,  around  '76-77,  during  my  marriage,  I 

went  to  a psychiatrist. 

En  Femme:  Did  you  feel  that  they  were  able  to 
understand,  or  did  you  think  it  was  a waste? 

Laurie:  They  understood  the  situation,  but,  I wound 
up  throwing  all  my  stuff  away,  and  I ended  up  buying 
more  stuff, 

En  Femme:  Do  you  consider  yourself  a TV?  A TS? 

Laurie:  A TV,  ^ 

En  Femme:  Would  you  ever  consider  living  full-time 
as  a woman  if  that  were  possible? 

Laurie:  No,  I don't  think  so. 

En  Femme:  Have  you  ever  taken  any  hormones? 

Electrolysis? 

Laurie:  No. 

En  Femme:  Would  you  like  to  tell  us  about  any  future 
plans  for  Laurie^ 

Laurie:  I just  want  to  go  along  with  whatever 
Renaissance  plans,  try  to  be  as  active  as  I can,  as 
much  as  my  girlfriend  can  take  right  now.  Try  to  get 
more  involved  if  I can. 

En  Femme:  How  did  she  handle  it  when  you  first  told 
her? 

Laurie:  She  was  kind  of  shocked  because  she  was  kind 
of  naive.  She  had  been  kind  of  isolated  from  the 
outside  world  and  had  never  heard  of  it. 

En  Femme:  So  I guess  she  doesn't  think  it  so  strange 
now. 

Laurie:  Well,  she  still  has  a lot  of  questions. 

En  Femme:  If  you  had  it  all  to  do  over  again,  would 
you  have  told  your  children  when  you  did? 

Laurie:  I don't  know.  My  wife  kept  threatening  me 

when  I first  told  her,  telling  me  to  keep  it  to 
myself  and  never  tell  the  kids. 

En  Femme:  So  she  knew  about  it,  but  she  wasn't 
involved, 

Laurie:  Right. 

En  Femme:  For  how  long  - the  whole  marriage? 
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Laurie:  No,  about  twelve  years  of  the  nineteen  years 
we  were  married. 

Ed  Femme:  A lot  of  TV's  have  theories  as  to  why  they 
cross-dress.  Do  you  have  one? 

Laurie:  I don't  know  - I guess  I just  like  the  female 
attire... 

Ed  Femme:  So,  in  other  words,  nobody  forced  you  at 
an  early  age  to  dress  as  a girl,  or  you  didn't 
feel.. . 

Laurie:  Veil,  my  mother  used  to  dress  me  up  for 

Halloween  when  I was  in  elementary  school.  I really 
started  when  I was  about  thirteen. 

Ed  Femme:  Vas  it  due  to  an  experience,  or  - ? 

Laurie:  I think  it  was  due  to  my  father's  negative 
attitude  toward  me.  I was  sort  of  put  out  all  the 
time,  I left  home  and  went  to  live  with  my  grand- 
mother when  I was  fourteen  years  old, 

Ed  Femme:  Were  there  any  other  girls  around  at  that 
time? 

Laurie:  No,  just  me  and  my  grandmother. 

Ed  Femme:  And  you  were  cross-dressing  at  that  time? 
Were  did  you  get  your  clothes  at  such  an  early  age? 
Laurie:  I can't  remember.  I really  can't  remember. 

Ed  Femme:  Okay.  Veil,  I guess  that  just  about  covers 
it.  Is  there  anything  else  you'd  like  to  say? 

Laurie:  No,  not  really. 

Ed  Femme:  Terrific.  Thanks  a lot, 

Laurie:  You're  welcome. 
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WARM,  SENSITIVE  AND  FUNNY! 

Harvey  Flersteln’s  story  is  even  more  compelling  on  screen. 
Heartfelt  performances  by  Anne  Bancroft  and  Matthew  Broderick, 
^orch  SonglVIiogy’  is  honest  and  real.” 


CBS-TV,  LOS  ANGELES 


“it’s  funny 
and  touching. 
YOU  SHOULD 
SEE  IT!” 

- Di»ie  Whatley  AT  THE  MOVIES 

‘THUMBS  UP! 
ITS  A VERY 
POWERFUL 
HUMAN  STORY, 
i LIKED  IT!” 

- Rogei  Ehert,  SISKEL  i EBERT 

“TORCH  SONG 
TRILOGY*  IS 
A WINNER!” 

-Lisa  Karlin,  WABC  RADIO 


“PASSIONATE, 
SINCERE, 
FUNNY  AND 
HONEST.” 

— Johiih  Ricnarason 
LOb  ANGELES  DAIU  NEVva 

“FIERCELY 
COURAGEOUS 
AND  FUNNY.” 

-Ja>  Scot;  FiuM  COMMENT 

“OUTRAGEOUS 

ENDEARING, 

LARGER- 

THAN-LIFE!” 

-Elliott  Stem.  VILLAGE  VOICE 


Torch  SONG  Mogy 

Based  on  the  Award-Winning  Play 


NEW  LINE  CINEMA  HOWARD  GOTTFRIEIVKONAli)  K.F1ERSTEIN  ....umos . , PAUL  BOGAIH' 

“TORCH  SONG  TRILOGY"  • sr^niuv,  ANNE  BANCROFT,  MATTHEW  BRODERICK,  HARVEY  FIERSTEIN  am.  BRIAN  KEKW'IN 
ALSO  STAStUSL  KAREN  YOUNG,  KEN  PAGE  • (h\ikuk*iiaphv  h>  SCOTT  S.A1.MON 

MlbK  AhAPTLDBi  PETER  MATZ  • A.S.-HM  lAIt  C.iHm  i IM  MARIE  CANTIN  . LAU I Iiv.  RONAIO  K.  FlERSTEl N 

LI.ITLom  NICHOLAS  C.  SMITH  . MlOlll  nHIA  l)L.M4.Atl<  RICHARD  HOOVER  • IMItLIl^tKtH  PH><TVh,NAPm  MIKAEL  SAIOMON 
SUttAPLAi  BY  HARVEY  FIERSTEIN  hAM.I>OSMlNpLAV  • WUMHtUiHV  HOWARD  GOTTFRIED  . ..i.inu.HY  PAUL  BOG.ART  ^ 
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GFOVING  UP  VITH  BOBBY  Continued  From  Page  20, 

"Barbie  never  went  away,"  I followed  him  into 
the  living  room  and  closed  the  door  behind  me, 

"Where’s  your  Mum  and  less?" 

"They're  in  town  until  about  four,  I couln't 
help  myself,  Davy,"  He  sat  down.  So  did  I, 

"About  what?"  I asked. 

He  flicked  at  the  hem  of  the  dress,  "This,"  he 
said,  "I  had  to  put  on  Tess*  clothes," 

"Why?" 

"Don't  know.  Just  this  feeling  comes  over  me.  I 
like  to  do  it." 

"Do  what?" 

"Dress  like  this." 

"Like  a girl?" 

"Yes," 

"Since  when?" 

"Since  a long  time.  Before  that  first  time,  I 
made  out  I was  playing.  I wanted  you  to  be  with  me." 

"You'd  done  it  before  then?" 

"Lot's.  Since  I was  about  eight." 

"You  want  to  be  a girl?"  I was  incredulous.  It 
seemed  such  a ridiculous  thing  to  want  to  be, 

"Ho,"  he  said.  "Ho,  I really  like  being  a boy 
most  of  the  time.  Just  sometimes  I like  to  dress  up." 

"I  don't  understand." 

"Heither  do  I.  Promise  you  won't  tell  anyone," 

"I  won't." 

"Promise?" 

"I  promise,"  There  was  a silence  between  us  for 
a few  moments.  "How  often?" 

"Just  sometimes," 

"You  do  it  alone?" 

"Mostly." 

"You  done  it  since  the  last  time  with  me?" 

"A  few," 

"You're  pretty,"  I said, 

"Do  I look  like  a real  girl?"  he  asked 
earnestly. 

"Sure," 
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"I  think  so,  too,*’  he  agreed. 

"Vhat’s  it  feel  like?" 

"I  like  it,"  he  said,  "Sort  of  soft.  It  feels 
pretty.  I makes  me  hard," 

"You  mean..." 

"Sexy  hard.  You  know..." 

Ve  had  never  actually  talked  about  masturbating 
but  there  was  some  kind  of  tacit  understanding  that 
we  did  it.  All  the  other  guys  admitted  to  it, 

"Dressing  as  a girl,  you  mean?^ 

"Yes." 

I could  understand  why.  Looking  at  Playboy 
nudes  made  me  hard.  If  I thought  about  it,  Bobby 
could  make  me  hard.  Thinking  what  he  had  on  under- 
neath . 

"Want  to  see?"  Bobby  asked  softly. 

"Yes."  I said  and  my  throat  was  sort  of  dry. 
Bobby  stood  up  slowly  and  lifted  his  skirt  and 
suddenly  I was  getting  hard,  too.  He  was  wearing 
stockings  and  those  garter  belts  Playboy  girls  wear. 

And  tiny  little  bikini  panties.  He  slipped  his  hand, 
down  inside  the  panties  and  gently  pulled  out  his 
penis  which  was  undeniably  hard. 

"See,"  he  said  as  he  gently  played  with  it, 

"Yes,"  I said  and  was  pretty  hoarse  with 
dryness. 

He  stood  there  in  front  of  me  in  his  stockings 
and  high  heels  and  panties  and  his  lacy  slip  and 
his  pretty  dress  and  his  tits  and  made-up  face  and 
girl's  hair  and  I became  hard  as  a rock.  I slid  my 
zipper  open  and  took  out  my  own  penis. 

"Oh,  Davy,"  Bobby  said. 

"Vhat?" 

"I  want  to  be  the  girl."  He  dropped  his  skirt 
and  moved  quickly,  sitting  beside  me.  He  reached  out 
his  hand,  taking  my  thing  and  gently  manipulated  it. 
Involuntarily,  I squirted, 

"Don't  you  like  it?"  he  asked. 

I was  having  trouble  staying  completely  in 
control  of  my  breathing,  "Ve  shouldn't  be  doing  this, 
Bobby." 
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•'Call  me  Barbie.  Vhy  not?*'  Vitb  his  left  hand 
he  pulled  his  skirt  up  and  took  my  hand  placed  it 
on  his  small  hard  dick.  All  the  time  he  moved  gently 
back  and  forth  on  mine.  He  half  turned  towards  me 
and  brought  his  face  close  to  mine. 

"Do  you  know  how  to  kiss?"  he  whispered. 

"I  don't  know,"  I said  breathlessly. 

"Try,"  he  said,  and  his  red  girl's  lips  were 
just  inches  from  mine.  I leaned  across  and  kissed 
him  lightly  and  briefly.  He  did  not  move  away.  I 
could  see  that  he  was  trembling. 

"Again,"  he  whispered  and  I kissed  him  again 
and  he  pressed  against  me  and  the  kiss  was  much 
longer . 

Ky  mind  was  scrambled,'  Bobby  was  my  best 
friend.  Ve  were  boys.  This  shouldn't  be  happening,  I 
told  myself.  Couldn't  happen.  But  it  was  happening. 
From  the  corner  of  my  eye  I could  see  Bobby's  waist 
and  legs.  But  they  weren't  Bobby's,  the  froth  of  lace 
of  the  edge  of  the  slip  he  was  wearing  was  bunched 
up  across  his  tummy.  The  bikini  panties,  the 
suspenders  of  the  garter  belt,  the  stocking  tops,  the 
high  heels.  Playboy  legs.  Girl's  legs.  And  my  hand 
holding,. . 

"I  love  you,  Davy,"  Bobby  said  and  kissed  me 
again,  and  his  hand  was  moving  a little  faster  now, 
his  timing  perfect  and  I was  aware  of  a feeling  I 
recognised,  but  more  intense,  , a welling, 
overpowering.  I closed  my  eyes  and  laid  my  head  on 
the  neck  of  the  sofa, 

"Bobby..." 

"Barbie." 

"Barbie,  I'm,  I'm  going  to..."  I didn't  know  the 
word  for  what  I was  about  to  do  but  it  should  have 
been  explode, 

Bobby  quickened  the  pace  a little  more  and 
suddenly  his  hand  was  instantly  wet  and  slippery 
and  I was  experiencing  a sensation  more  intense  than 
anything  I had  ever  felt.  When  I'd  stopped  heaving  a 
few  moments  later,  Bobby's  hand  was  still.  His  head 
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was  resting  on  my  shoulder.  We  sat,  not  moving  or 
speaking  for  some  minutes,  Bobby  lifted  his  head, 

"Come  in  the  bathroom,”  he  said  and  stood  up,  I 
stood  also  and  followed  him.  He  wet  a towel  and 
washed  first  me,  and  then  his  own  hand,  unspeaking, 

"Sit  there  a minute,"  he  said  and  I sat  on  the 
bathroom  stool  and  he  lifted  his  skirt  and  took  his 
still  hard  dick  in  his  hand  and  brought  himself  off 
into  the  wash  basin,  I watched  him  as  he  stood, 
taking  deep  breaths,  leaning  against  the  basin.  Then 
he  pulled  up  his  panties,  lowered  his  skirt  and 
smoothed  it  out. 

He  ^ turned  to  me  and  smiled.  "Come  on." 

Ve  returned  to  the  living  room  and  sat  back  on 
the  sofa. 

"Say  if  you  didn’t  like  it,"  he  said. 

I thought  for  a moment,  "I  liked  it  but  I don’t 
think  we  should've  done  it." 

"Vas  that  the  first  time  like  that?" 

"Of  course!"  I said. 

"I  bet  you’ll  be  back  for  more." 

At  this  precise  moment  I doubted  that,  "You 
really  think  you're  a girl,  don't  you?"  I asked,  a 
little  spitefully,  "All  that  love  stuff  and  kissing?" 

"Yes,"  he  said  simply  and  he  was  smiling.  I 
felt  as  if  he  were  laughing  at  me,  "Don't  you?" 

"Fo.  You're  Bobby.  You  just  look  different." 

"Would  you  have  done  that  with  me  if  I hadn't 
looked  like  a girl?" 

"Ho,  I guess  not.  But  you  wouldn't  have  either." 

He  stood  up  and  walked  to  the  hall  mirror.  He 
seemed  not  to  have  any  trouble  walking  in  the  high 
heels.  I guessed  he  must  have  worn  them  a lot.  He 
stood  in  front  of  the  mirror  looking  at  himself, 
fluffing  out  the  skirt  of  the  white  dress. 

"But  I do  look  like  a girl,  don't  I?" 

"Yes,  But  I just  don't  know  why  you  want  to." 

"Neither  do  I.  I just  like  it.  Just  sometimes," 

"I  didn't  think  less'  things'd  fit  you." 

"Some  things  don't.  She  keeps  most  of  her 
clothes.  This  is  about  two  years  old.  She  was 
smaller  then." 
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"When  did  you  start?" 

"About  three  years  ago»  I guess.  With  less." 

"With  less?"  I was  astonished, 

"Yes.  Mum  was  out  one  Sunday  afternoon,  less 
dressed  me  in  some  of  her  things  just  for  fun."  He 
was  still  standing  in  front  of  the  mirror,  like  he 
couldn't  drag  himself  away. 

"Does  she  know  you  still  do  it?" 

"Yes,  but  we  don't  talk  about  it.  And  I only  do 
it  when  they're  out.  I don't  want  Mum  to  know." 

He  came  away  from  the  mirror  then  and  walked 
around  behind  me  and  leaned  across  my  shoulder  and 
kissed  me  on  the  lips.  I pulled  away. 

"Don't  do  that!"  I said,  wiping  my  lips  with  the 
back  of  my  sleeve. 

"But  I love  you,  Davy." 

"Don't  say  that,  either." 

"But  it's  true.  I love  you  like  a brother.  It's 
only  when  I'm  dressed  like  this  that  I can  say  that 
and  kiss  you.  Don't  you  love  me?" 

"You're  my  best  friend,"  I said, 

"But  don't  you  love  roe?"  He  had  come  around  the 
front  of  the  sofa  and  sat  alongside  me. 

"I  guess  so,  in  a way."  I checked  my  watch.  I'd 
been  there  an  hour.  I wasn't  due  home  from  the 
movies  for  another  three,  I couldn't  see  what  we 
were  going  to  do  to  fill  in  the  time,  Bobby  stood  up 
again. 

"I'm  going  to  take  this  dress  off  in  case  I get 
it  dirty.  Come  with  me," 

I followed,  thinking  we  were  about  to  have  some 
sense  back  in  the  world  - the  return  of  my  best 
(male)  friend.  And  sure  enough,  Bobby  took  off  the 
dress  and  the  slip.  It  was  strangely  and 

disturbingly  fascinating  to  watch  him  in  a girl's 
bare  essentials,  fussing  about  folding  the  slip  and 
putting  it  away  and  hanging  the  dress  and  doing 
likewise.  I had  seen  him  often  stripped  to  a bathing 
suit.  He  was  slim  and  straight-bodied.  Vhat  was 
disturbing  was  that  cladding  his  body  in  a bra  and 
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panties  and  stuff  and  with  make-up  on  his  face,  he 
didn't  look  boyish  anymore,  I puzzled  at  the 
difference  clothes  made.  I was  further  surprised 
though,  when  he  put  on  a black  zebra  striped  T-shirt 
and  a black  knee  length  fitted  skirt.  He  kicked  off 
the  white  high  heels  and  slid  his  feet  into  a black 
pair.  He  was  going  to  stay  that  way,  obviously.  He 
turned  to  me,  smiling. 

"Okay?" 

"I  thought  you  were  going  to  get  back  into  your 
right  clothes." 

"Efot  until  I have  to.  I've  got  hours  yet.  Hum 
and  less  won't  be  home  'till  about  six," 

"And  you're  going  to  stay  like  that  until  then?" 

"Uh  huh," 

"If  I'd  known  I wouldn't  have  come  over,"  I was 
sitting  on  less'  bed.  Bobby  came  and  sat  beside  me. 
"You  can't  mean  that,  Davy,"  he  said,  "If  I'm  your 
best  friend  you'd  want  to  be  with  me.  It  shouldn't 
make  any  difference  what  I'm  wearing." 

"Veil,  it  does." 

"Vhy?  Aren't  I pretty  enough?" 

"Bobby,  you're  not  supposed  to  be  pretty.  You're 
a boy!" 

"Oh,  poo,"  he  said.  "It's  not  as  if  it's  every 
day  or  all  the  time.  Don't  spoil  it  for  me,  Davy, 
tomorrow  I'll  be  back  to  being  Bobby  again.  You  Just 
wait," 

"Until  the  next  time?" 

He  shrugged.  "Yes,  Until  the  next  time,"  He 
stood  up  and  paced  back  and  forth  a couple  of  times. 
The  other  thing  that  was  very  disturbing  was  that  I 
couldn't  take  my  eyes  off  him.  I was  trying  very 
hard  to  be  ashamed  or  disgusted  but  I was 
fascinated, 

"And  when  will  the  next  time  be?"  I asked. 

He  stopped  pacing  and  looked  me  straight  in 
the  eye.  "As  soon  as  I get  the  chance,  I like  it, 
Davy.  I love  it."  He  stood  looking  at  me  - and  me  at 
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him.  "Listen,”  he  said,  with  his  impulsive 
enthusiasm,  "you'd  understand  much  better  if  you 
knew  how  good  it  felt.  Ve've  got  time.  Let  me  get 
you  some  of  less*  clothes  for  a bit.  Then  you'd  know, 
too," 

"Don't  be  stupid.” 

He  sat  down  beside  me  again.  "No,  seriously, 
Davy,  Come  on,  please?  How  can  it  hurt?  Just  for  a 
few  minutes  to  feel  and  see," 

"No,  Bobby.  I don't  want  to  dress  as  a girl." 

"How  do  you  know?" 

"You're  being  silly." 

"It's  not  silly,  come  on.  }‘retty  please!"  he 
leaned  across  and  started  fiddling  with  my  shirt 
buttons.  I snacked  his  hand  away.  "No,  Bobby.  Stop 
it." 

"I  won't  be  your  girlfriend,"  he  said  with  a 
very  girlish  pout. 

"I  don't  want  you  to  be  my  girlfriend,  for  God's 
sake!  I want  you  to  be  my  ...  ordinary  friend." 

He  moved  much  too  quickly  for  me.  Suddenly,  he 
was  leaning  over  me  with  his  hands,  backed  by  all 
his  weight,  pinning  my  shoulder  to  the  bed,  and  he 
was  smiling.  He  leaned  down  and  kissed  me  again. 

"I  can  make  you  want  me  as  a girlfriend,  Davy. 
I made  you  hard  once,  I can  do  it  again,"  He  was 
kneeling  beside  me  on  the  bed.  He  kissed  me  again 

and  again,  softly.  "I'm  going  to  make  you  want  me 
for  a girlfriend,  Davy."  I felt  him  unzip  my  fly  and 
in  an  instant  he  had  slid  off  me  and  was  leaning 

over  my  crotch.  He  took  me  in  his  mouth  and  I had 

never  felt  anything  so  wonderful  in  my  life,  I didn't 

resist,  I just  lay  there  in  pure  ecstasy  until... 

He  climbed  back  onto  the  bed  and  lay  down  with 
his  head  on  my  shoulder.  "Did  you  like  that?" 

Vhat  could  I say?  I nodded  and  he  felt  my  nod. 

"I  thought  you  might."  He  was  so  soft,  so 
gentle,  so  un-Bobby.  My  mind  was  in  a whirl.  Could 
it  be  so  wrong  to  be  made  to  feel  so  good?  Was  it 
so  wrong  for  him  to  be  a girl  sometimes  if  that  was 
what  he  wanted?  Vhat  magic  spell  was  there  in  less' 
clothes? 
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"Take  your  clothes  off  now,  Davy,”  he  said  into 
my  ear. 

My  heart  was  pounding  hurtfully  with  a mixture 
of  fear  and  apprehension.  "You  take  them  off,"  I 
whispered  back. 

Mindlessly,  I got  to  my  feet  and  stood 
helplessly  while  he  dressed  me  in  his  sister's 
clothes, 

"Come  and  see,  Davy,"  he  said  finally  and  took 
my  hand.  There,  in  the  long  mirror  in  the  hall  were 
two  rather  pretty  young  girls.  Vhereas  earlier  I 
could  not  take  my  eyes  off  Bobby,  now  I could  not 
draw  my  eyes  away  from  myself.  I knew  immediately 
that  I could  walk  out  the  door  of  bobby's  house 
right  there  and  then,  into  the  street,  into  a crowd 
and  no  one  would  see  me  as  anything  but  a girl.  It 
was  looking  through  the  'looking-glass';  like  looking 
at  the  reverse  side  of  me.  I knew  immediately  why 
Bobby  felt  the  way  he  did,  behaved  the  way  he  did, 

I had  been  utterly  seduced. 

TO  BE  CONTINUED  NEXT  ISSUE! 
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WE  OA3ST  WORK  WLIRACEBS! 

At  Donna's  Hair  Studio 


Why  not  treat  yourself  to  a 
ccmplete  make-over  by  our 
professionally  trained  staff? 
How  about  a new  hair  style? 
When  was  the  last  time  you  had 
that  old  wig  re-styled?  Does  it 
even  fit  properly?  Choose  a new 
one  from  the  Rene  of  Paris  Vig 
Catalog!  Ve  also  carry  hair 
products,  Donna’s  Studio  Cos- 
metics, fashion  accessories  and 
women's  sportswear.  Your 
complete  one-stop  service 
salon,  conveniently  located  in 
Ewing,  New  Jersey,  exit  3 off 
1-95,  Call  (609)  883-0002  for 

an  appointement  today! 

Donna's  Hair  Studio 
181  Scotch  Road 
Ewing,  Few  Jersey  08628 
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CROSSDRESSER • S 
MOVIE  GUIDE 
URD ATE 

The  following  list  contains  films  that  deal 
with  or  feature  crossdressing.  The  film  title  is 
followed  by  the  year  of  its  release  and  the  follow- 
ing codes: 

- beware  of  killer  TV's! 

• - film  is  available  on  videotape. 

0 - Crossdressing  is  a major  theme  in  film. 

- Crossdressing  is  a minor  theme,  but  still 
important  to  the  film. 

t - there  is  only  a brief  scene  featuring  a 
crossdresser,  transvestite  or  transsexual. 

^ - there  is  an  appearance  by  a famous  Female 
Impersonator,  Impressionest  or  transsexual. 

DEVIL  DOLL,  THE  (1936)  ♦. 

Lionel  Barrymore  disguises  himself  as  a woman 
and  uses  his  tiny  "devil  dolls"  against  those  who 
have  done  him  wrong.  Directed  by  Tod  Browning. 

GAY  DECEIVERS,  THE  (1968)  •, 

A British  offering  featuring  two  macho  men  who 
pretend  to  be  gay  to  avoid  the  draft.  They  move  into 
a gay  apartment  complex  and  meet  TV's  at  a party. 

IIVITATIOIT  AH  VOYAGE  (1982)  •. 

A strange  and  surprising  French  film  about  a 
pair  of  twins.  When  the  sister  of  the  two  dies,  the 
brother  carries  her  body  around  and  eventually  takes 
her  place  to  fulfill  a promise  he  made  to  her.  In 
French  with  English  subtitles. 

LAST  DRAGOF,  THE  (1985)  •,  t 

A mixture  of  Motown-  and  Martial  Arts,  this 
Berry  Gordy  action  pic  stars  Vanity  and  features  a 
transvestite  among  its  eclectic  cast. 

QUEEIS,  THE  (1969)  0 

Documentary  deals  with  the  goings-on  before, 
during  and  after  a drag  queen  competition. 
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RAV  DEAL  (1986)  t 

AriiDld  Swarzenegger  is  an  ex-CIA  agent  on  one 
last  assignment  who  tracks  a ruthless  kingpin.  One 
scene  involves  a brawl  in  a gay  drag  bar  that 
eventually  goes  backstage  to  where  the  ’girls'  are 
dressing, 

«EED  HEAT  (1988)  t 

Another  Swarzenegger  action  pic  has  Arnold  as 
a Soviet  police  detective  sent  to  Chicago  to  bring 
back  a defecting  Soviet  drug  czar.  An  important 
witness  is  killed  in  a hospital  by  a man  disguised 
as  a nurse,  constantly  referred  to  as  the  'drag 
queen'. 

RESCUE,  THE  (1988)  t 

Marc  Price  CSkippy'  on  TV's  Family  Ties)  is 
forced  to  pose  as  a woman  to  get  past  an  army 
checkpost  in  this  adventure  film  about  kids  rescuing 
their  parents  from  the  Korean  army. 

SECORD  BEST  SECRET  AGERT  II  THE  WHOLE  WORLD,  THE 

(1965)  *, 

A James  Bond  spoof  featuring  Tom  Adams  as  Her 
Majesty's  next  favorite  undercover  agent.  The  plot 
involves  an  anti-gravity  formula  that  Moscow  wants 
and  has  Adams  falling  in  love  with  a sexy  Oriental 
woman  at  a party  who,  of  course,  is  a man. 

SOLDIER  II  THE  RAII  (1963)  •,  t 

Future  director  Tony  Bill  (My  Bodyguard)  is  the 
soldier  impersonating  a woman  in  this  Jackie 
Gleason/Steve  McQueen  classic  comedy /drama. 

TURIABOUT  (1939)  ' 

Unique  comedy,  risque  for  its  day,  featured 
husband  and  wife  who  magically  swapped  personali- 
ties. Starring  Adolph  Menjou  and  Carole  Landis. 
Inspired  a short-lived  TV  sitcom  in  the  70 's  that 
starred  John  Schuck. 

Special  thanks  to  Sarabeth  and  Linda  for 
spotting  some  of  these  ommissions.  Keep  'em  coming! 
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En  Feme  will  not  publish  sn  ad 
that  contains  sexually  explicit 
language  or  -f  photo,..  Any  . words  or 
phrases  relating  to  ^.sexual  activity 
(lay  be  excluded  at  the  discretion 
of  the  editors,  which  reserves  the 
right  to  edit  or  re-write  any  ad 
that  violates  this  policy  or  its 
intent , 

PrPH  Ppr^on;^!  Ad  for  ibersL 

The  free  ad  is  liffiited  to  five 
lines  and  the  printing  of  a 
suitable  photograph,  ‘^he,  ad  :dll 
run  until  the  subscription  , has 
lapsed  or  until  'reidoved . by  the 
subscriber,  ^ 

Ansvf^rirg  ^^ded  Ads 

Put  each  letter  in  a sealed,  statnp- 
ed  envelope  with  the  code  number  of 
the  ad  you  are  answering  in  the 
Io(^er  left-hand  corner.  Place  these 
letters  in  a larger  envelope,  along 
with  $1.00  for  each  letter  to  be 
forwarded  (maxiinuir.  fee  is  15,00) 
and  mail  to  En  Feme,  P.0,  Box 
7854.  Vest  Trenton,  N.J.  08628, 


Robyn  Ann  Box  NJlOO 

SOh,  30,  member  Renaissance. 
Publish/r  of  En  Feme.  Interests 
include  rusic,  film,  computers, 
photography,  shopping,  reading, 
writing,  drawing.  Pass  well  and  go 
out  often,  dll  correspond/meet 
with  others  with  similar  interests. 
Participant  of  Fantasia  Fair, 
Paradise  in  the  Poconos.  (Photo) 
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Carolyn 


Box  CA12il  Kay 


Box  TX123 


VM,  TV,  43,  tall  but  pass- 
able, educated,  married,  travels. 
Loves  to  dress  & go  out.  Interested 
in  corresponding  w/TV's  and  hetero 
males  who  like  to  date  TVs.  Vi  11 
respond  to  all  w/photo.  (Photo) 


Carmen  Box  CA122 


TV,  32,  member  ETVC, 
Femiinine  hsage.  Interests  include 
movies,  dance,  music,  volleyball. 
Interested  in  corresponding/meeting 
other  TV's  h friends  of  TV's.  Vould 
like  to  explore  S.  Calif,  en  fem/se, 


TS,  35,  quiet,  sensitive, 
caring.  Enjoys  skiing,  computers, 
reading,  dancing.  Profiled  in  En 
Femie  17. 


Steve  Box  NJ115 

SVh,  41,  ex-TV,  loves  TS's, 
TV's,  pro  drag  shows,  eye  make-up, 
foreign  films,  opera.  Bugs  Bunny, 
dining,  being  bi  with  the  right 
'girl',  seamed  stockings  h high 
heels,  photos  and  writing  to  you. 


Nicole 


Box  NJ103 
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Joan 


Box  CANADA!  14  Angela 


Box  PAID! 


TS,  early  60's,  retired 
engineer,  vants  to  Rieet  other  TS's 
especially  froit.  NE  States  or  fiari- 
tiiftes,  if  possible,  yill  travel  to 
fleet  saffie,  Please  reply.  (Photo) 


SWh,  36,  actor,  nusician, 
party  girl,  Interested  in  fashion, 
filw,  photography,  dining,  shop- 
ping. Heftiber  and  officer  of 
Renaissance.  (Photo) 


Don't  forget  - we're  always  looking 
for  new  writers,  artists  or  poets!. 
Send  your  subuiissions  to:  Rebecca 
J,  Buchanan,  c/o  En  Feme  Magazine, 
P.Q.  Box  7854,  West  Trenton,  NJ 
08628. 


SWh,  40,  TV,  lember  of 
Renaissance,  participant  in  Pocono 
Weekends,  Paradise  in  the  Poconos. 
Interested  in  corresponding  and 
fleeting  with  others.  Interested  in 
photography,  video,  aircraft, 
iiusic,  foreign  filins. 
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Sarabeth  Box  NE119 

No«  cones  Sarabeth  . . . 

fiftyish;  balding;  wondering;  has 
she  sivsys  fantasised  being  fenale? 
'Dressed'  in  childhood  by  «isan- 
drisi  mother;  soifiehow  maintained 
heterosexuality!  Resisting  Dr. 
Biber's  scalpel  . , . still  fantas- 
ising about  life  across  the  gender 
gap  , . . waiting  to  correspond  on 
safne!  (Photo) 


•Jennifer  Box  PA110 

Interested  in  juvenile  theme 
TV?  I am.  Will  correspond  only  with 
all  who  are  interested  in  exchang- 
ing stories.  "Eleven"  year  old 
Jenny  would  like  a pen-pal, 


Jeff  Box  IN105 

m,  28,  5'I0",  175  lbs, 
brown  hair,  blue  eyes.  Considered 
sensitive,  an  easy-going  pacifist. 
Hobbies  include  art,  music, 
dancing,  nature,  poetry,  cars. 
Likes  cats.  Interested  in  corres- 
ponding with  and  possibly  meeting 
with  TV's,  TS's,  CD's  who  wish  to 
find  out  what  acceptance  really  is. 
(Photo) 


Did  you  hear  about  the  new  trans- 
sexual candy  bar?  It's  had  the  nuts 
removed! 
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nichelle  Box  OHll? 

Sy  Ohio  ares^  would  like  to 
iieet  other  hetero  TV's  to  discuss  & 
have  parties  in  my  home  or  other 
house,  yife  understands,  Trying  to 
improve  my  feminine  self,  Hobbies 
are  aviation  and  golf.  (Photo) 


A word  about  your  subscription.  If 
the  numbers  83/10  appears  above 
your  name  on  your  mailing  label, 
this  is  the  last  issue  of  your 
subscription,  To  renew,  see  coupon 
on  inside  front  cover. 


Jenny  D.  Baker  Box  PA102 


Pre-op  TS,  31,  living  as  a 

woman  for  over  8 years  in  Phila,  Donna  B.  Box  PA118 

Member  of  Renaissance.  Interests 

include  science  fiction,  Dr.  Who,  Harried  TV,  interviewed  in 

comic  books,  video,  film,  British  En  Feane  17,  Runs  Vegas  BBS,  a 

satire.  Participant  of  Paradise  in  computer  information  i message 

the  Poconos,  system.  Member  Renaissance,  DJ  at 

Paradise  in  The  Poconos. 
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Joan  Box  NY106 

m,  TV/T6,  53,  ffieiiiber  Tri- 
Ess,  Tiffany.  Retired,  lives  part- 
tiirie,  travels  NYC  area;  shopping, 
socials,  etc.  Family  grown  h 
understanding.  Will  answer 
w/photo,  (Photo) 


B.J.  Box  yY125 

66,  29,  single,  would  like 
sweet  and  sensitive  girls  to  write 
to  her.  Please  be  sincere! 


Suzie  Box  NJ126 

HWH,  late  40's,  bi-TV,  6']", 
sexy  figure.  Loves  lingerie,  nylons 
S high  heels.  Have  been  dressing 
all  my  life.  Would  like  to  meet 
with  other  bi-  or  gay  sisters  to 
share  fantasies. 


Kim  Box  IL120 

TV,  executive,  travels  a 
great  deal,  very  interested  in 
escorting  passable  TS/TV  on  the 
town  for  an  evening.  If  interested, 
please  write  and  enclose  address  k 
phone  number.  Be  treated  like  the 
lady  you  are, 


Janet  Box  RI116 

Young-looking  HWh  TV  passes 
easily,  50's,  college  educated, 
interested  in  meeting  others  for 
cross  dressing,  photo  sessions, 
etc.  Letter  w/photo  gets  mine. 


S.B.  ' Box  NY109 

Single  male,  straight/bi?, 
looking  for  that  very  attractive, 
very  passable  TV/TS,  to  help  me 
find  myself.  Once  the  question  is 
answered,  who  knows  where  it  could 
lead.  You  lead,  I learn  and  follow, 
Photo/phone  please. 
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Free  Classified  Ads  For  Groups! 

Groups  (lay  list  themselves,  their 
addresses,  phone  nufnber  or  mention 
their  upcoming  events  in  the  Class- 
ified Section  free  of  charge.  The 
editors  reserve  the  right  to  edit 
or  rewrite  classified  ads  to 
correct  grammar  or  spelling  or  to 
refuse  sexually  explicit  words  or 
phrases.  Any  ads  soliciting  money 
will  be  considered  commercial  ads 
and  are  not  available  as  a free  ad. 


TRANSSE)(UAL  SUPPORT 
GROUP 


I.F.G.E. 

The  International  Foundation  for 
Gender  'Education  - a non-profit 
educational/service  organization 
designed  to  serve  as  a communi- 
cations medium,  outreach  device, 
and  networking  umbrella  for  the 
entire  TV/TS  Community.  Spomsers 
an  annual  convention.  Publishes  the 
TV/TS  Tapestry.  Serves  as  an  inter- 
national information  and  referral 
clearinghouse,  speaker's  bureau  and 
toll-free  'hot-line'.  I.F.G.E. : 
F.O.  Box  357,  k'ayland,  M 0)778, 


Formed  in  1985,  the  support  group 
is  a non-political  group  whose 
purpose  is  to  ease  loneliness  and 
provide  hope  through  open-minded- 
ness to  all  transgendered  persons, 
heets  1st  and  3rd  Tuesday  of  every 
month  at  Dignity  House,  252  S.  12th 
Si,  Phila.,  PA.  Mailing  address; 
TS  Support  Group,  P.O.  Box  15836, 
Phila.,  PA  19103, 


JANUS/DC 

Transsexual  support  group  c/o  Dr, 
H,  Martin  Malin,  4835  Del  Ray  Ave,, 
Bethesda,  MD  20814, 


RENAISSANCE 

A non-profit,  non-sexual 
social /support /educational  organi- 
zation of  transgendered  indivi- 
duals. They  accept  without  judgment 
and  help  individuals  grow  at  their 
own  pace.  Meets  monthly  in  King  of 
Prussia,  PA.  Publishes  Renaissance 
News.  Provides  lecturers  for  col- 
lege/university/radio/tv  appear- 
ances. Renaissance:  P.O.  Box  1263, 
King  of  Prussia,  PA  19406, 
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L.I.F.E. 

Long  Island  Feniiiie  Expression. 
(Laifibda  Iota  Chapter  Tri-Ess). 
Support  group  for  hetero  TV's. 
Discussion  (fieetings  1st  flondays  of 
the  ffionth  7:30  p.n.  Dress  meetings 
3rd  Saturday  and  one  Friday 
(varies)  every  month.  Planning 
therapist  led  separate  support 
group  for  wives  and  significant 
others,  Write  P,0,  Box  121,  Ozone 
Park,  NY  1U16, 


THE  TRANSSEXUAL  VOICE 

A newsletter  written  by  and  about 
transsexuals.  $2.00  per  copy, 
$12,00  per  year.  P.O.  Box  16314, 
Atlanta,  6A  30321, 


DELTA  CHI  CHAPTER 

Dedicated  to  serving  the  TV/TS  com- 
munity with  a policy  of  fair  and 
equal  opportunities  to  all,  and 
without  discriminatory  policy 
towards  race,  creed,  national  ori- 
gin, sexual  being,  or  sexual  pref- 
erence. Publishes  Qur  Sorority. 
Delta  Chi  Chapter;  P.O.B.  11254, 
Lincolnia  Station,  Alexandria,  VA, 
11312, 


TRANSPUT 

Non-profit,  non-sexual  social  org- 
anization with  open  membership. 
Meets  3rd  Saturday  of  each  odd- 
numbered  month,  Transpitt:  Box 
3214,  Pittsburgh,  PA  15230, 


By  Dr.  Harry  Benjamin 

By  special  arrangement  with  Crown  Publishers,  this 
long  out  of  print  book  is  available  again  in  limited 
quantities  from  The  Human  Outreach  & Achieve- 
ment  Institute.  Deluxe  Edition,  $39.95,  Regular 
Edition,  $34.95.  Add  $3.50  postage  and  handling. 
Send  remittance  to  the  Institute  at:  Kcnmore  Station, 
Suite  368,  Boston,  MA  02215-0368 


En  Femme  #9  $6.  00 

Amanda  Winters'  Makeup  Tips! 
The  First  En  Femme  Portfolio 
featuring  Amanda  Winters!  The 
second  'How  To  Pass'  and  the 
most  comprehensive  TV  movie 
listing  you'll  ever  find! 

En  Femme  Comics  #1  $5. 00 

Contains:  "Sorority  Pledge" 

by  Rebecca  Buchanan  and  Robyn 
Ann  and  "The  Adventures  of 
Angela"  by  Robyn  Ann. 
Illustrated,  Black  & White, 
same  size  as  magazine. 


Amanda' s A Man!  $5.00 
The  complete  novelization 
with  all  new  Illustrations 
and  cover.  Same  story  as 
featured  in  En  Femme  #1  & 2. 


A wife  trains  her  husband  to 
love  dressing  as  a woman  and 
watches  him  blossom  into  a 
complete  woman. 


ORDERING  INSTRUCTIONS 


Indicate  books  by  number (s)  below,  enclose 
check  or  money  order  in  U.  S.  funds  for  cover  price 
as  indicated  above  and  add  postage  as  per  table  1 Book 
below.  Send  order  to:  En  Femme,  P.  0.  Box  7854, 

West  Trenton,  N.  J.  08628. 


Postage  & Handling  Charge 
$.65,  2 Books,  $1.05,  3 f .Books  $1.50 
Make-Up  Difference  Book  $3.00 


Enclosed  is  $ , please  send  me  the  follow- 
ing books: 


Enclosed  is  $ , please  start  my  subscrip- 
tion to  En  Femme,  beginning  with  issue  # 

(One  year  6-issue  subscriptions  are  $30.00,  mailed 
First  Class  in  unmarked  plain  envelope.  ) 

Name 

Address 

City State Zip 


